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Chapter 5: Part 1: The mountain may call him from 
near Gyengtak Gompa 



Shenshe wondered if he had heard right. The Sikh 
pilgrim from India, in search of answers to questions 
about his holy master, wanted to go to the Kang 
Renpoche Mountain and "explore"!!! Nobody went out 
there. He knew that. He did not bother much about the 
superstition or mythology about the mountain, but it was 
his job to maintain the peace and prevent any break 
down in law and order in this remote place. This pilgrim 
wanted to go on the mountain just because he could not 
sleep? 

He was alone at Darchen today. Whom could he discuss 
this problem with? Perhaps he had not heard him 
correctly. After all, he did not know the language 
properly. Did he really say that he might want to walk up 
the mountain that all these pilgrims thought to be very 
sacred? Should he stop him? Should he tell him not to go 
up the mountain? Shenshe wondered about the action he 
should take. Most yak-boys and other guides would 
listen to a policeman, he knew. It would be better to just 
frighten them and wait and watch. 

Sardar Amarpal Singh sat down next to Shenshe and 
smiled at him in a very peaceful and happy manner. His 
smile and demeanor were very comforting. It was 
puzzling for Shenshe. This man wanted to disrupt the 
local customs and do something that could very well be 
illegal, and he was now sitting next to a policeman and 
smiling. Shenshe looked at the Buddhist monk from 
Nalanda and asked, "Brother, did your friend say that he 



wanted to walk on the Rang Renpoche Mountain? Did I 
hear him say that? Am I correct in understanding him?" 

The monk from Nalanda smiled at the predicament of 
the Chinese policeman, and replied, "Do not worry. My 
Sikh brother is a devotee of the Sumeru Mountain. He 
will not do anything wrong and will not go against the 
practices of the kora. He has felt some pull from the 
sacred mountain. It was a strange night during the 
rainstorm. We do not know about what was happening 
out there. We are not tourists. These pilgrims who come 
here, to do the kora, are not tourists. We come here in 
reverence. We feel the pull. You see only a mountain. 
We see our very identity." 

"It is not about Tibetans who fled to India. It is not about 
Tibetans from various locations elsewhere who come 
here to do their pilgrimage around the kora. This sacred 
mountain is about several religions. We who come here 
do not come as tourists. Those of us who come from 
beyond Tibet, for us, this pilgrimage are a once in a 
lifetime journey. We do not come here to doubt our 
religion. We come here, those of us who come as 
pilgrims, we come here to worship," said the monk from 
Nalanda, "we do not come here to commit sacrilege. 
Trust us." 

Sardar Amarpal Singh spoke to the monk in Hindi, and 
he translated to Shenshe, and said, "My brother, my Sikh 
brother, tells me that I am mistaken and so are you. He 
says that he would go near the Sumeru Mountain, our 
Rang Renpoche, but he will not walk on it. He says that 
he does not know if he would want to walk on it. He 
does not know about what will happen. He felt the pull 
of the mountain. He says that it did not rain for a brief 



while on the peaks of the Rang Renpoche when it was 
raining all about. He saw the peak very clearly. He felt 
as though something happened out there. He wants to go 
nearby, but he does not know if he will change his mind, 
once he goes closer." 

The Sikh smiled again, and Shenshe was more confused 
than before. Why is this man smiling again? He has just 
now told the monk that he would perhaps commit 
sacrilege, and there he is, smiling again. He thought 
about what he could do. It was certainly not a clear 
crime to climb the mountain. It had been prohibited 
within the various religions through their respect and 
reverence for the very sacred mountain. If someone 
would go, there would be widespread condemnation. He 
knew that people spoke about those who did dare to go 
on their own, without telling anyone. But he had not 
heard of anyone who had returned. Did this Sikh pilgrim 
know that nobody returned? 

The monk spoke again to Sardar Amarpal Singh upon 
Shenshe's insistence. He conveyed the policeman's 
worries and concern. They spoke for some time and the 
monk translated, "My brother tells me that he is not 
master of the future. He is here, on land that has never 
been understood by anyone earlier. He has come here in 
search of answers. This is his life. There is nothing else 
that he wants to do or achieve. There is nothing to go 
back to in India, if he does not get answers about his 
questions. He would rather go nearer to the sacred 
mountain, and wait." 

The Sikh pilgrim spoke again to the monk, who 
repeated, "My brother would not wish to go to Tarboche 
or to the Yam-Dwar. He does not wish to go to walk on 



the kora trail. He will do it later. The group of pilgrims 
that we came with has gone ahead. My brother could not 
walk beyond Choku and became breathless. We returned 
from the monastery area and returned to Darchen to 
await the group of pilgrims who have gone ahead to 
complete the kora. He says that he would want to walk 
today to the Silung Gompa or to the Gyengtak Gompa, 
and stay there at night." 

Shenshe replied, "Yes. I was wondering about what the 
two of you are doing alone here at Darchen. Pilgrims 
from India are not allowed to move around without a 
group. Your pilgrim guide will be held responsible for 
anything that you would do that could be condemned. I 
have no problem with your Sikh brother and his 
questions. I respect religion. I have my job also. I think it 
would be good for you to go to the Gyengtak Gompa. I 
know the monks there. I have stayed there. Its closer to 
the sacred mountain." 

The three of them, Shenshe, Sardar Amarpal Singh and 
the monk from Nalanda stepped out of the tented eatery 
and looked up at the Rang Renpoche slopes. The Sikh 
pointed out to the peaks and identified them separately 
by name. He knew this terrain well, thought Shenshe. 
They spoke again to each other with respect, and the 
monk translated for Shenshe, "I have told my brother 
that you have recommended that we should go to the 
Gyengtak Gompa and that you know the monks there. 
He was happy about it. He says that it is a sign for him 
that he received instructions from one who has just 
turned up without him having to search for you." 

"He has also one request, though," continued the monk, 
and said, "He wishes to ask if it would be possible for 



you, he says this, if it would be possible for you to come 
with us to the Gyengtak Gompa. He says this because 
you know the monks and he knows that we cannot go 
wandering about without our pilgrim group. The monks 
may not allow us to stay at the Gompa for fear of action 
by the police. He says this, not me. He says that if you 
are with him, he wants to see if you would stop him, 
when he will decide to go on the mountain, if it would 
call him. He wants to see if you have the power to stop 
him when the mountain will decide for him. He says 
this, not me." 

Shenshe smiled. He liked this sort of an open challenge. 
At least this pilgrim was not trying to tell him any lies or 
bluff his way through. He was correct in asking 
Shenshe' s help for nobody would help wandering 
pilgrims from the groups from India. It was about one 
night, and what could one night's damage do that the 
rainstorm had not already accomplished, he thought. 
Gyengtak Gompa was the closest to the Rang Renpoche 
from the south, and was directly in the line of sight 
between Darchen and the Nandi Peak. It gave an awe- 
inspiring sight of the Rang Renpoche mountain peak and 
the Sikh pilgrim would perhaps be satisfied at the 
proximity. 

The policeman spoke to the monk from Nalanda, "OK. I 
will come with you. Take two sherpa boys from the 
pilgrim group, and one yak. We will also take three 
horses for us. It would be wiser. You have been 
breathless earlier. Did you all not take any medicines 
with you? Look at your size and shapes. You two are not 
meant to walk these hills. Devotion is not the 
measurement of fitness to walk the kora. Why did you 
not hire horses? Let us go. I will get the local yak boys 



and horses to come with us. They will not disagree with 
me." 

The monk from Nalanda turned to speak to the Sikh 
pilgrim. He and Shenshe saw a strange sight. Sardar 
Amarpal Singh was seated out there in the open, with his 
prayer beads, deep in meditation and apparently chanting 
some hymn. He was facing the sacred mountain, and 
was lost in prayer. The stranger aspect of the sight was 
not the Sikh, but it was the mastiffs nearby. They were 
crouching, very close to the ground, and growling. They 
were not growling in anger or in threat, but seemed to be 
very wary. Two yaks nearby were standing still, their 
tails up straight, in stiff alert postures, their heads up, 
and breathing out very large smoky bursts of air from 
their nostrils. Shenshe shivered at the sight, and was 
worried. There was something very different going on. 



Chapter 5: Part 2: Master Rinchen speaks of an old 
Beyul, beyond the ages. 



Master Rinchen greeted Brother Tameng as he returned 
to the Choku monastery. The local helpers and overnight 
pilgrims had begun to move around, and some pilgrims 
had started moving ahead towards Dirapuk. The local 
helpers at the monastery and old pilgrim guides and yak- 
boys at Choku gompa watched Brother Tameng 
curiously. They could realize that something was going 
on. These guides and yak-boys along with some horse- 
boys had made the Choku gompa as their campsite. They 
waited for pilgrims who started off from Darchen with 
much enthusiasm and later crashed due to breathlessness 
by the time they reached Choku. 

These pilgrims would be offered help and support with 
yaks and horses at Choku and taken around through the 
Drolma La pass and ahead to Darchen. They could meet 
up with breathless pilgrims every day. They knew the 
Choku gompa in a familiar manner, since they had 
camped here for most of their lives and their fathers had 
done so before them, and their fathers before them. They 
participated in all the prayer sessions and attended the 
talks and festivals conducted by the monks. This was 
their world. They knew of nothing else. There were no 
newspapers, radio, TV or Internet or cellphones. 

The pilgrim guides and helpers knew of only one truth 
during each pilgrim season. They kept coming every 
day, and they paid well. They did not mind hardships 
and, they were usually affectionate, curious and 
considerate to the local people. They had not known that 
Brother Tameng had gone out in the night during the 



rainstorm, but some of them had seen him return with 
old man Dawa. They had seen them rush out again 
towards the Dirapuk area. And now, Brother Tameng 
returned without Dawa. What was wrong? 

Inside the monastery, Brother Tameng went straight to 
the statue of the Dharmakaya Amitabha Buddha and 
stood quietly in prayer. He shivered, wondering in 
amazement at the splendid turn of events and 
developments that had happened. The younger monk and 
Master Rinchen waited patiently. They had realized that 
the old man Dawa had not returned. Something must 
have happened. Brother Tameng completed his prayer 
and spoke to them and told them of the events that had 
taken place at Dirapuk. He spoke to them about Norbu, 
and of his two yaks and his mastiff pup, and of the great 
old horsman from Qinhai, Sangye, his grandson, Yeshe, 
and their eatery and the trail above. 

He spoke about the manner in which old man Sangye 
had spotted the trail of the herd of wild yaks, and of how 
he too had been convinced that they were indeed very 
large animals. They had been convinced that the herd 
had come down from the valley above Dirapuk. Brother 
Tameng told Master Rinchen of how Sangye, Dawa, 
Yeshe and Norbu had decided to go ahead and enter the 
mysterious valley. Nobody knew anything about this 
valley. Nobody had entered the valley. He did not know 
why. But, he said, the team had taken yaks, horses and 
mastiffs, and had gone in. 

Master Rinchen smiled at the number of events that had 
taken place. He spoke, affectionately, to Brother 
Tameng, and said, "You returned, inspite of your 
eagerness? You caused this chain of events to happen by 



your curiousity. And you did not go with them? You did 
not hear anything about the twelve pilgrims who were 
sitting out in the open kora through the rainstorm and 
through the night? Why did you not go with old man 
Dawa into this mysterious valley? You could have sent 
someone back with a message to inform us." 

Brother Tameng bowed in happiness at the confidence 
and affection that the Master Rinchen had for him. He 
had told old man Dawa that he needed the Master's 
permission to move inside the valley. He replied, 
"Master, I am utmost grateful for your appreciation. I 
wanted to go with them, inside the valley, and explore 
and search. But, I decided to allow them to go ahead, 
and wanted to talk to you and seek your permission. It is 
the valley and the manner of information that is available 
about it, that made me cautious. Nothing is known about 
the valley. The monks from Dirapuk do not know 
anything about it. Expert pilgrim guides and trackers and 
hunters do not know about this valley. They have not 
entered it. That aspect of the unknown made me wait." 

"Master, I am worried, frightened and fear about what 
we are about to do," said Brother Tameng, looking up 
again and again at the serene face of the Dharmakaya 
Amitabha Buddha, "Nothing is known about the wild 
yaks, nothing is known about the manner of these 
pilgrims, where they came from or if they returned back 
to Darchen or went ahead to Dirapuk, and nothing is 
known about the valley where old man Sangye saw the 
trail, and has never been inside." 

"I fear that this valley could be one of the most sacred of 
all Beyuls of the Rang Renpoche area. I have not heard 
of this valley but we do know that there are many secrets 
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in this place. Nobody at Dirapuk had even entered this 
valley to collect firewood or graze sheep or goats or go 
in for hunting or trapping. Why would such a large area 
nearby be unknown or not explored? Do we know 
anything of this valley? Even the monks at Dirapuk said 
that they would have to enquire." 

Master Rinchen smiled, and replied, "Brother, do not 
worry or fear what we do not know. If it were for us to 
respect, worship or fear, we would have known about it. 
We are in this land of the Thousand Living Buddhas, we 
stay and pray everyday to the most revered Amitabha 
Buddha, we read from the words of the great 
Sakyamuni, we walk around in the lands that have been 
made holy by Avalokiteswara himself, the greatest of all. 
Why should we fear the unknown?" 

"You go ahead and make plans to go back to my old 
friend Dawa. Do not leave him to his fate. He needs his 
strength and courage from you. I have never seen him 
happier in all these years that I have known him at our 
monastery. Get yourself organized. We have enough 
supplies here, and enough gear that has been stored by 
expeditions and pilgrim groups. Get alpine tents, 
sleeping bags and supplies for everyone and go back. 
You may have to stay in that valley for a long time." 

Brother Tameng bowed in gratitude and respect and 
went about getting organized. Master Rinchen turned to 
the younger monk, and instructed him to go ahead to the 
Chiu and Gyengtak gompas and find out if there was any 
knowledge or mention or scrolls retained in their prayer 
halls or premises about unknown valleys or Beyuls in the 
kora and in the region nearby. He also asked the younger 
monk to be cautious and restrained in what he would talk 
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about in the other monasteries. He did not want to be the 
cause of any new superstition or panic. 

Master Rinchen thought back about what he had known. 
There was mention of a sacred valley, near the sacred 
mountain, to its north. This he was sure of, and he knew 
that it had been spoken about very rarely. Over the years, 
it was hardly ever mentioned, except for referring to it as 
some sort of a paradise area, teeming with angels and 
sacred spirits. Since it was mentioned to be very close to 
the sacred mountain, over hundreds of years, it had come 
to be referred to as being above the Kang Renpoche 
mountain slopes. He knew that this was not correct. 
There would be scrolls or records somewhere in this 
region. It was not a mystery. It was only a forgotten 
secret, he said, to the younger monk. 

Brother Tameng returned to the prayer hall with gear and 
supplies and began to organize the stuff and separate 
them. He had brought back two old pilgrim guides, 
horse-boys and yak-boys. Master Rinchen counted the 
group that the young monk was assembling together to 
return to the valley above Dirapuk. Two pilgrim guides, 
who had obviously been selected because of their skills 
in tracking and hunting, as they were well-known for 
these abilities, three horse-boys and three yak-boys. The 
Master knew these boys. They could survive the journey 
and would not get frightened. They would not run away 
from the young monk and would not desert him. 

"Master, I seek your permission and blessings. These 
good people have agreed to come with me to the valley. 
I have merely told them that old man Dawa is in search 
of a herd of wild yaks and wolves that came out during 
the rainstorm and that I am keen to participate in the 
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adventure," said Brother Tameng, "I fear however, the 
fact that those strange pilgrims who sat at the circle of 
stones, and disappeared later, were not frightened at the 
sight of the herd of large wild yaks and at the strange 
behaviour of the wolves following them. The wild yaks 
came up to them and stood near them, and looked at 
them. Did they expect this to happen? Did the 
mysterious pilgrims come here to meet the wild yaks? 
What should I do when I come to the herd of wild yaks 
in the mysterious valley above Dirapuk?" 
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Chapter 5: Part 3: They return to the Manasarovar 
Lake and see the young boy. 



Vijay Kulkarni looked at his two partners, Himanshu 
and Paramita, and repeated, "I want to go to the Mount 
Kailash area. I want to change our plans to survey the 
Manasarovar Lake area. Do you want to come with me? 
I felt as if there was something out there, and that 
something or somebody was talking to me. You know, at 
the human level, we exist, and we do our work. But this 
was really something else. I felt like there was 
something else out there yesterday, at night, in the 
storm." 

Paramita laughed, and hushed herself soon enough on 
seeing Vijay' s irritated look. He was serious, she knew, 
about going to Mount Kailash. However, there were 
other problems. She spoke to Vijay, in a serious note, 
"Vijay Sir, I would also like to go to Mount Kailash 
immediately. But you will put the entire tour group to 
risk. We are here as tourists. Not as scientists or research 
teams. We are here with this group to do our first recce 
in this area. We cannot leave this group. We need to go 
around the Manasarovar Lake, and then go ahead to the 
Mount Kailash area for the parikrama, when this group 
goes to that area." 

Vijay knew of the legal implications. He did not want to 
risk his opportunity to return to the area with other 
groups to search for hydrogeological clues to the reason 
why so many rivers started from this mythical and 
magical mountain. Why should so many rivers start only 
from this mountain? Why could they not have started 
from somewhere else? So much of Asia, so many 
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countries of South Asia, not forgetting Tibet, depended 
on the Mount Kailash. He wanted to very desperately 
pick up several rock samples without making anyone 
upset. If the initial results did show any good 
information, he could always request permission to 
return on a detailed study. 

Himanshu would know the manner of risks that one 
could play out now, since they were so close to the 
Manasarovar Lake and the Mount Kailash area. He was 
an experienced field scientist and would know what 
could be done and what should not be risked. He looked 
at Himanshu, and said, "Dada, we have to do something. 
What happened out there during the storm may not be 
there tomorrow. We are from India, and you and me, we 
know that there are gods and demons everywhere. We 
have more Gods within our religions and belief systems 
than all the other religions put together. And, we are 
here. At Mount Kailash. Should we wait for two more 
days?" 

"Wait. You should wait. Whatever may have happened 
out on the Peak, you and me, we cannot risk the entire 
group. For most of them, this is their one-in-a-lifetime 
opportunity and we can always return, and we will, I 
believe. The others, in this group, they have staked their 
entire lifetime savings, their pension and their strength 
and good health to come here. We cannot throw that 
away for our curiosity," replied Himanshu, "These 
mysteries have been here for thousands of years. 
Nothing is lost if you do not discover it today. Relax." 

Paramita and one of the Sherpa boys had begun to pack 
up the tents and other equipment. The tour group had 
three large trucks and a fleet of land-cruisers. Luckily, 



14 



Vijay thought to himself, they had one land cruiser for 
themselves, as all others had four tour members each. 
The Sherpa boy with them had become a good friend, 
while the Tibetan driver of the land cruiser usually kept 
humming songs to himself. He did not understand 
English or Hindi and the Sherpa boy usually translated 
instructions or enquiries. 

Vijay helped with the packing up, and kept chatting with 
Himanshu, "You know, I really did feel something from 
there. It was like some individual energy, directed right 
at me. I sensed it so very clearly. But, I cannot explain it 
in any logical manner. That is more irritating than the 
fact that we are not going there immediately. I have gone 
to more mysterious places than this in India. I can 
usually sense the bunkum from the real, the mystical 
from the made-up. This did not come from any godman 
or temple or hymn or mantra or tantra. I got the feeling 
of energy directly from the peak, from Mount Kailash. 
Go ahead, laugh at me and I will not get angry with 
you." 

"There was some sense of reality to it all," continued 
Vijay, pointing at the peak. The sun had come out 
strongly, and the three of them could see the Nandi Peak 
and the Mount Kailash peak. It was absolutely 
resplendent and there was a very wholesome feeling of 
calm to the mountain. They could feel that they were 
experiencing a very satisfying perspective, just by 
watching the peak. It felt extremely real. The feeling or 
the perspective was just a sense of calm, and they kept 
looking at the peak until the Sherpa helper-boy called 
out to them, breaking their trance. 
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The tour group was ready to drive around the 
Manasarovar Lake. This parikrama would be done on the 
Land Cruisers, while they would be on foot around 
Mount Kailash. Himanshu had wanted to study the soil 
and rock samples around the Manasarovar Lake and 
compare them with the ones that they would pick up 
around Rakshas Tal, and the Kailash area. They got into 
their land cruiser with the Sherpa boy and the Tibetan 
driver. 

Their first stop was to be in the area between the 
Rakshas Tal and the Manasarovar Lake. The drive would 
take them past Parkha and they would go ahead to their 
first stop at Chiu Gompa, on the banks of the 
Manasarovar Lake. It was to be a spectacular spot, and 
they would love it, the Tibetan driver had kept 
reassuring them again and again. The Sherpa-boy 
translated for him, "He says that you can wash your sins 
here also. All Indians can get instant blessings here. 
There is a small junior river Ganga here, called Ganga 
Chu. This is a connector river between the Rakshas Tal 
and the Manasarovar Lake. It is below the Chiu 
Gompa." 

They had smiled politely at the implied joke, and Vijay 
had playfully thumped the Tibetan driver on the 
shoulder. The driver looked happy that he had pulled this 
joke on yet another group from India. He did it to each 
group that came to start the Manasarovar kora. These 
pilgrims from India are very lazy, he thought to himself, 
for how could you even want to do the kora on vehicle. 
One should do it very respectfully on foot, he would 
repeat to each Sherpa-boy or other drivers. 
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The vehicles stopped at the Chiu Gompa and the 
pilgrims walked around. Vijay, Himanshu and Paramita 
climbed to the roof of the monastery and stood quietly, 
looking at the awesome expanse of the Manasarovar 
Lake on one side, and the sight of the Mount Kailash 
peak, extremely clear, and without clouds. Paramita kept 
taking photographs "by the hundreds", as she termed it. 
Vijay rushed them through, "Come on, come on, and 
there is no waiting here. We need to go down and walk 
to some distance away from the group. Remember, we 
have to make it to the Serka Khim area, near this 
Gompa, and get samples from the ancient gold mining 
area." 

They rushed out of the monastery. Vijay had friends in 
the other groups who were part of the pilgrimage. He 
knew that they would take all the photographs that they 
could and more. He did not want to use up his time in 
taking photographs of the area. This was perhaps the 
most remote pilgrimage area, and perhaps had the most 
number of photographs per square kilometer, he joked, 
to Himanshu and Paramita. They walked out to the 
banks of the Manasarovar Lake, pretending to enjoy the 
view. The Sherpa-boy accompanied them, explaining 
that this area was also known as the Ngava Ngopodupuk. 
He could not explain the reason, but Vijay knew about it 
and was not keen on asking the boy about it. 

The Sherpa boy was bored with them and ran back to the 
pilgrim group at the Gompa, knowing that he could 
perhaps get some good food, from one of the trucks. 
Vijay turned towards Serka Khim, and they walked up 
into the marshy lands, away from the banks of the Lake. 
These marshy lands seemed to be like a mosaic of small 
grassy mounds of earth, interspersed with slush, stones 
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and bare fallow land. Vijay stood quiet, while Himanshu 
and Paramita walked on ahead. Vijay was watching the 
area between Serka Khim and Changjagang, on the 
banks of the Lake. Something was just not correct, he 
kept telling himself. This cannot be happening. 

He was a young boy, perhaps sixteen or seventeen, 
sitting within the marsh, just where it ended, looking out 
into the Manasarovar Lake. What was strange, he 
thought, for he could not be sure, was that the boy did 
not seem to have any clothes on him. He had some sort 
of a hat, or a helmet, something like from an army 
soldier. He seemed to have some sort of metal shirt on 
his chest and back. He could not be sure entirely, 
because the light shone off the boy, from against the 
sheer shine of the waters of the lake. He looked very 
peaceful. He seemed to be holding something in his right 
hand. Was he meditating here? Suddenly, there seemed 
to be a gentle spread of a halo-like glow near the boy, 
and it was gone, and the boy was no longer sitting at the 
spot near the Lake. 
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Chapter 5: Part 4: They who came from Iran and 
lived in seclusion in Tibet. 



It was quite a distance from Darchen to Shiquanhe. Why 
would the two pilgrims leave their other companions on 
the kora and return? That would not be allowed for 
Indian pilgrims. The local police would have kept track 
and the pilgrim guides would have immediately 
informed about it to the local government officials or 
police officers. Nobody kept track of the many hundreds 
of pilgrims who came from all over Tibet, and usually it 
would not have been noticed, thought Luo Tsering. 
These two pilgrims had been noticed because of the 
rainstorm. 

What was this big mixture of languages? India seemed 
to be like China, he thought. These people from a very 
small region in India spoke in several different 
languages. It must be quite significant for them to have 
been disturbed about the two pilgrims though they 
looked like all other Tibetans. Now that they had pointed 
them out separately, Luo could see that they were not 
Tibetan. They were fairer, and taller, and had much 
cleaner clothes. As Maharaj pointed out, "Those clothes 
have been made to look dirty." 

"Back home at Navsari, we hardly get to speak to the 
priests of the Parsis during their prayers inside their 
temple. We meet them only when they sit at our 
neighbourhood Pol, at the shop that sells sandalwood 
and other oils and material for prayers and rituals," said 
the Pilgrim Guide, who also doubled up as a spiritual 
guide to the pilgrims who accompanied him from 
Gujarat, "These pilgrims are speaking that most difficult 
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dialect in a very comfortable manner. They do not seem 
to be from India." 

Maharaj decided to take matters in his hands, and 
approached the two pilgrims, and said in his pidgin 
Tibetan-Chinese, "Greetings, my brothers. Have you had 
any breakfast? I noticed that you did not take any. The 
night was very bad, and it looks like it would rain again 
in some moments. You may not be able to travel out 
there. Have some food, special food for pilgrims like 
you, who look like you have traveled all the way from 
India." 

The two pilgrims looked up startled at Maharaj having 
approached them. They understood what he had said, for 
they nodded in agreement. They did not speak, but 
approached the hot stove and accepted the hot breakfast, 
sat down quietly and began to eat. They did not eat the 
food, as an Indian from the Navsari region of Gujarat 
would have done. These two pilgrims had not washed 
their hands, and had sat down to pick at their food by 
using the fingers of both hands. No devout Indian, 
especially from Gujarat, would have used the left hand, 
unless he was left-handed, thought Maharaj. These two, 
he declared in Hindi to the Jain monk and the pilgrim 
guide, these two were definitely not from India. 

Maharaj and Luo sat in front of the two mysterious 
pilgrims and looked at them. Luo spoke to them in 
Tibetan, "Brothers, it is not that we are curious, but it is 
because that we are worried that we ask. There is enough 
trouble nowadays in Tibet and the policemen will come 
later and talk to me and maybe, they may not allow me 
to run my business here for the coming seasons. I need 
to ask you, for these pilgrims here, from India, feel that 
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you have returned to Shiquanhe from Darchen, without 
the rest of your group." 

The two pilgrims stopped eating, and sat silently. They 
did not look at each other. Maharaj pointed at the food 
on their plates and gestured that they could continue to 
eat. Silently, he added some more food on their plates 
for fear that they should presume that they would not be 
allowed to eat unless they answered questions. That 
would not do, thought Maharaj, for he could never push 
away people from the food that he served them. They 
began to eat again, slower this time. 

Luo sat patiently. Waiting. Maharaj sat nearby. The 
pilgrim guide and the Jain monk sat with the other 
pilgrims at some distance. The two mysterious pilgrims 
ate slowly. Once, one of them looked pleadingly at 
Maharaj who immediately served them another complete 
helping. Luo asked again, "Brothers, please do realize 
what I am asking of you. You do not seem Tibetan. The 
monk from India, he who is sitting there with the other 
pilgrims there, told us that you were seen at Darchen 
with twelve other pilgrims. And that you speak a very 
strange language." 

The elder of the two spoke, in fluent Tibetan, "My 
friend, we thank you for your hospitality. We did not 
know that you were concerned and that the pilgrim 
brothers had seen us at Darchen yesterday. We took a lift 
with one of the trucks that this pilgrim group had with 
them, and the Tibetan driver had helped us come away 
from the predicted rainstorm at Darchen. I thank you and 
your cook from India. This food was very tasty. We have 
never eaten these foods before." 
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"Never eaten these?" asked Maharaj, "But the Jain monk 
in the group said that he could be very sure that you 
spoke Parsi. Actually he said that you spoke old Parsi. 
Who speaks that language in Tibet? Nobody. And now, 
you say you have never eaten Indian food? And you 
speak very good Tibetan. They also said that you came 
away from the Darchen area without the others in your 
group that had been moving around in the kora. They 
saw that you had walked all the way to Tarboche 
earlier." 

The elder pilgrim replied, "My friend, there is nothing to 
fear from us. We are like anyone else. I am only 
surprised that the pilgrim brother from India recognized 
our ancient language. We speak Tibetan freely, but we 
also retain our ancient language. We are happy and 
pleased that some of our brothers are in India. We did 
not know that. We returned from Darchen because we go 
to return to our place. Our group will return later." 

"We are Tibetan now. We live in Tibet," he continued, 
"We come in pilgrimage. Our group will complete the 
kora and they will return later. We have done the kora 
earlier. I have done it twice. My brother, sitting here 
with me, has done it once. We came to get our group to 
the kora. There is nothing wrong about us and there is 
nothing suspicious about our actions. For us, the Rang 
Renpoche Mountain is most sacred. More sacred than for 
any of you." 

The Jain monk and the pilgrim guide had come to sit 
near and were listening. Maharaj translated the 
discussion for their benefit and explained what was 
being told to them. The Jain monk smiled and said, 
"Come on, that is not correct. I am a Jain, and for us this 
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is the location of the Ashtapada Mountain. The legend of 
the mountain is the oldest of all, even earlier than Shiva, 
and the other stories of Buddhism. Yet, all religions 
coexist here in peace. For all, this mountain and the 
region is the most sacred of all, in our religions. How do 
you say that this is more sacred?" 

The elder pilgrim smiled, and replied, "Peace be with 
you, Master. We bow to you, and to the legend of the 
Ashtapada Mountain. We are at peace with all religions. 
We are from a very ancient religion, and of a very 
ancient people. You would not understand about our 
religion and about our way of life. We come from 
villages to the west of the Ngari town, deep in the 
mountains that have never been visited by tourists, 
scientists, governments or armies. We live in peace 
there. But for us, this region is the home of our most 
ancient gods. The mountains are the homes of our gods 
and we come to visit them." 

The two pilgrims accepted the hot cups of spiced-up 
sugary tea that Maharaj handed around. The elder 
pilgrim continued, "We are more curious about the fact 
that our ancient language is still spoken in other parts of 
the world. We live in seclusion, having come to Tibet 
from an ancient spiritual land to the west. We keep our 
customs, and we live in our small world. Every three 
years, some of us, our priests and the monks among us, 
are selected to travel to this sacred ground. We visit this 
place and return. That's all. We are like all pilgrims here. 
We have done the kora earlier and we are returning." 

The Jain monk said, "A land to the west of Ngari and 
Tibet? And you speak the ancient Pharsi language. You 
must have come from Iran like all the other Parsis. Are 
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you also a Parsi? You are certainly fairer than the 
Tibetans. That is most amazing. I should tell my friends 
back at Navsari. They will be very happy. But I did not 
understand the fact that these mountains are more sacred 
to you than they are to others." The elder pilgrim replied, 
"Master, there are more secrets here than what you know 
or what you have heard about. This region has more 
secrets than there are stories and myths about the 
mountains. You know of only sacred spirits and gods 
and demons. For us, these mountains, people, animals 
and the waters hold more secrets than the stories." 



24 



Chapter 5: Part 5: Did the wild yaks go to the 
Manasarovar Lake? 



The sight of moving shadows of dusk climbing up the 
peaks of Kang Renpoche Mountain was swallowing it. 
The dark shadows came much early today than during 
the days of the past month. It must have been due to the 
leftover storm clouds over the region, thought the young 
monk at the Dirapuk Gompa. It had been a strange day 
that had followed the rainstorm. He had returned from 
the eatery run by Yeshe's parents and was thinking of 
the group that had entered the mysterious valley that 
could be a Beyul, a sacred and hidden area. 

He wondered about the turn of events. The other monks 
had discussed the developments and were sitting near 
him. They looked at the mountains outside the windows 
of the monastery. The young monk spoke to them about 
the enthusiasm of Brother Tameng from Choku, the 
energy of the old man Dawa, the youthful courage of 
Norbu and Yeshe, and the loyalty of Sangye, the great 
old horseman from Qinhai. These were the different 
peoples of the kora, along with people like Yeshe's 
parents, the yak-boys, the horse-boys, the helper-women 
at the various eateries and boys from Darchen and 
Shiquanhe and other places who came here, each year, to 
help the pilgrims who came from many different 
countries. 

Did anyone really know about the many mysteries and 
magical stories of the Kailash Kora, the mountain peaks 
of Kang Renpoche and the awesome diversity of 
dimensions across the region to the Manasarovar and 
Rakshas Lakes? The senior monk at Dirapuk was 
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worried about the location and discovery of the 
mysterious valley, very nearby and yet totally unknown. 
Could it be a BeyuP. What should one think about the 
herd of large wild yaks? 

One of the younger monks had worked in Nepal and had 
read many books in Science and especially Biology, 
before he had discovered the fact that the search for pure 
knowledge was more fulfilling and more supreme. He 
had left a good career in science in Nepal and had been 
accepted by the senior Masters of Dirapuk and their 
Drukpa Centre in Nepal. He had come to Dirapuk after 
five years in Bhutan. The scientist-turned-monk offered 
a brief submission, "Masters, and brothers, there is 
nothing strange about the herd of large wild-yaks. It is 
possible that an entire group of wild yaks would have 
stayed trapped inside these higher valleys for centuries. 
They would have obviously become very different from 
the other wild yaks." 

The senior Monk asked, "Young brother, can it really be 
possible? That isolated animal groups would become 
different if not able to meet other animal groups? How 
can that be possible? Does that happen to humans? That 
is indeed strange. Magical are the ways of the rules of 
existence. There is so much more to learn. Can it be 
possible that this could be true? Can it be such a simple 
answer to such a mysterious question?" 

The young monk who had discussed with Brother 
Tameng about the sightings of the wild yaks, wolves and 
the twelve pilgrims, said, "It may be so. The wild yaks 
could have become different from other wild yaks. But 
why would they walk during the rainstorm? Would it not 
be wiser for such a group to hide inside their own 
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territory? And Brother Tameng said that it was very 
clear that the entire herd of large wild yaks were male, 
extremely large, and almost equal in size to one another. 
Where have we ever seen a herd of wild yaks that were 
all male and equal in size? That is very strange." 

"Also, it is the mystery of the herd of the large wild yaks 
walking through the rainstorm and coming to a standing 
halt in front of the twelve pilgrims. Why would they do 
that? Did Brother Tameng really see what he saw? I 
thought at first that he could have been mistaken. But 
old man Dawa was with him. He knows this region and 
he knows the pilgrims, and he knows the wild animals of 
the mountains. He will not make such a mistake," said 
the young monk, "And, what about the wolves? Why 
would they accompany or stand near the herd of large 
wild yaks? They would follow them from a distance, and 
they would be only one or two at any time. Brother 
Tameng said that they saw almost as many wolves as 
there were the numbers of large wild yaks. And why did 
the group of pilgrims not get frightened by the wild yaks 
and wolves?" 

The assembled monks nodded in agreement. They had 
heard of stranger stories from the mountains but not one 
as mysterious as this one. And this was not a story, 
thought the senior Monk. It had really happened, and 
only within the past twenty-four hours. He thought about 
the turn of events, quietly, watching the changing 
shadows of the mountain peaks. Sometimes, it seemed 
like a huge monkey was about to catch the moon, while 
at other times it seemed like a dragon had been 
swallowed up in one gulp by the mountains. The 
shadows came in all shapes over the mountains. 
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He came to a decision, and said, "Brothers, we have 
heard what was said to us by our brother. I know Brother 
Tameng and Master Rinchen. They are not lunatics or of 
those whose mind suddenly starts to travel these great 
distances across the mountains. There are those whose 
minds have traveled back to more than four or five 
centuries, and there are those who say that as they sit in 
meditation on the kora, they can feel that five to six 
spirits also sat with them in prayer, lending their strength 
to each other." 

"We will keep a watch on the valley tonight. I want two 
brothers to take separate locations on the valley. Get 
some good pilgrim guides or sherpas to help you sit 
through the night, fearlessly. I need not say that anything 
can happen. Take your prayer beads and if you want, the 
spinning prayer-drum. Use the tents that are already in 
place. Do not construct or borrow any other tent. Do not 
go to sleep. Just keep a watch over the valley. It would 
be very helpful and will help us decide if what happened 
yesterday, at midnight, will repeat itself tonight." 

"I will focus on the Beyul. There must be mention 
somewhere. It cannot be this close and stay unknown in 
myth or religion. How could this valley have been 
hidden away for so many centuries and especially when 
the mouth of the valley opens into the most crowded 
location in the Ngari province? Do you know that there 
are small cities in India or Nepal that have more people 
than the entire Ngari prefecture? And yet, this valley is 
the most crowded. Why did the herd of large wild yaks 
chose to walk down this valley, together, in the stormy 
night." 
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The young Monk replied, "Master, as Brother Tameng 
of Choku mentioned, it was Master Rinchen who picked 
up on one point. That was the fact that the twelve 
pilgrims who sat out there in the circle of stones did not 
get frightened. It seemed like they were expecting the 
wild yaks to meet them at that place. Is it strange? We 
have so many domestic yaks carrying supplies and goods 
through the kora. Could it be that the pilgrims thought 
that the herd was consisting of large domestic yaks? It 
was dark, and raining heavily. They could have been 
mistaken?" 

The senior Monk commented, "I agree. If it was so, why 
did we not see or spot them in the daytime? Where did 
the twelve pilgrims go? Did they foolishly attempt to 
climb the inner kora or attempt to climb the Rang 
Renpoche Mountain? No. It could not be such a simple 
explanation. If one would try to climb the unknown 
peak, he would attempt it in the daylight hours. Why 
would they try to do so at night, during a rainstorm?" 

The two monks chosen to sit it out in the valley 
requested permission of the senior Monk to leave the 
monastery premises and stay out through the night. The 
young monk who had befriended Brother Tameng went 
up to the windows of the monastery and looked at the 
Rang Renpoche mountain peak. What was out there? 
Why were people not allowed to climb the mountain? 
Could it be that the twelve pilgrims came here to the 
kora and waited somewhere for a stormy night? Why 
would they do that? Have these pilgrims foolishly tried 
to climb the mountain? 

The young monk continued to play with his thoughts. 
Those twelve pilgrims knew why they chose to sit it out 
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on the circle of stones. They knew that they would have 
to sit through the rainstorm. The wild yaks did not 
frighten them. Was there something out on the slopes of 
the Kang Renpoche Mountain? Did the wild yaks, 
wolves and the pilgrims walk up the Mountain and 
disappear? Or did they walk down to the Manasarovar 
Lake and kept walking away from the tourists and 
pilgrims at Darchen and at the lakes? It had been said 
that mountains keep their secrets efficiently. If you want 
to share in them, you had to ask them politely or through 
prayers. 
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